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The battle-gleams : nowise of victory he boasted.
The gold-friend of the  Geats; his war-bill had

falter'd,

All naked in war, in such wise as it should not,
The iron exceeding good. Naught was it easy
For him there, the mighty-great offspring of

Ecgtheow,
That he now that earth-plain should give up for

ever;
But against his will needs must he dwell in the

wick
Of the otherwhere country; as ever must each

man

Let go of his loan-days.    Not long was it thence-
forth                                                           2590
Ere the fell ones of fight fell together again.
The hoard-warden up-hearten'd him, welled his

breast

With breathing anew.    Then narrow need bore he,
Encompass'd with fire, who erst the folk wielded ;
Nowise in a heap his hand-fellows there,
The bairns of the athelings, stood all about him
In valour of battle ; but they to holt bow'd them;
Their dear life they warded; but in one of them

welled                                                              2598

His soul with all sorrow.    So sib-ship may never
Turn aside any whit to the one that well thinketh.